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Twelfth Night. Act V. , Scene I. 
Duke, Viola, and others. 
From the Boydell Prints. 
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THE ROMANTIC ADVENTURES OF VIOLA 



IT was small comfort to have been 
saved from shipwreck and not know 
if my twin brother Sebastian were alive 
or drowned. For though the captain 
tried to cheer me by telling me he had 
seen my brother lash himself to a float- 
ing mast, I felt that I might never lay 
eyes on him again. Piecing together the 
captain's gossip, I made out that our 
ship had split on the coast of Illyria, 
which was governed by the Duke Or- 
sino, and that the Duke was noble, not 
only in rank, but in mien and character 
as well. At that time, however, he was 
weighed down with melancholy, be- 
cause, having sought the hand of the 
Lady Olivia in marriage, he had been 
rebuffed, the Lady so mourning the 
recent death of her father that she 
would receive no one. 

For this reason the captain was trou- 
bled how to advise me. "You are of 
gentle birth, lady," he said, "and there 
is none other who could receive you 
here according to your rank and for- 
tune save this same Lady Olivia. Yet 
it is certain she will not give you enter- 
tainment at this time. There is the 
Duke, but how can you , an unattended 
maid, be beholden to him for hospi- 
tality? 1 ' 

"I have it!" Icried. For even while 
he spoke, my eyes lighted on a chest 
of Sebastian's clothing that had been 
cast ashore. So bidding the captain 
bear the chest to a shelter, I went in 
and donned a suit of Sebastian's, then 



stepped out and tapped him on the 
shoulder. He turned, looked at me 
overjoyed, and hallooed toward the 
shelter: 

"Come forth, Lady! Come forth! 
Sebastian is saved! He is here!" And 
I had difficulty in persuading him that 
I was not Sebastian, but Viola. So mar- 
velous was my resemblance to my 
brother. 

I now unfolded my plan to him. 
Ignorant of the laws of the country, 
and of how they would affect my for- 
tune and my person, it was my wish to 
remain unknown until I could ascer-. 
tain these things and also my brother's 
fate. To this end I desired the captain 
to present me to the Duke as a youth 
named Caesario, who sought to enter 
his service, which readily could be done 
because my disguise was so complete. 

And so it proved. For Orsino re- 
ceived me straightway and showed 
me great favor, keeping me much in 
his presence. Moreover, finding me a 
sympathetic listener, he soon unfolded 
to me the tale of his unhappy love for 
Olivia. And indeed the Duke was heavy 
at heart, as the captain had said, and 
never content save when confiding the 
cause of his melancholy to me or listen- 
ing to sad music, calling again and again 
for some plaintive strain, which he would 
describe to me as having a dying cadence 
''like the sweet sound that breathes 
upon a bank of violets, stealing and 
giving odor," so trist and so poetical 
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had this gallant gentleman, who had 
done valiant service in war, been made 
by love. 

But soon there was another to whom 
his sorrowful passion became as griev- 
ous as it was to him, and that, alack- 
aday, none other than myself. Erelong 
it grew upon me that eloquently as the 
captain had discoursed upon the quali- 
ties of Orsino, he had underrated them 
rather than praised them too much. 
Never had I known a lordlier man, nor 
one so gentle. And so it fell out that, 
pleased at first with the favor in which 
he held me, his favor became a need; 
and, grateful at first for the confidence 
he gave me, his voice became as music 
to my heart; so that, although I mar- 
veled much that Olivia would not look 
with favor on such a man, I marveled 
more what would become of me were 
she to do so. 

The circumstance of my having of 
necessity entered Orsino's service in 
the guise of a youth seemed to preclude 
that I ever should find occasion to so 
much as even breathe my love for him, 
and this was for me the unhappiest attri- 
bute of my predicament. Yet before long, 
so strange a thing is chance, there came 
my way the mournful privilege of fram- 
ing my love in words without betray- 
ing to him that I spoke not as the boy, 
Caesario, but as my maiden self, Viola. 
We were arguing, he that he would 
send once more to Olivia an embassy 
of his love, I that, if she could not love 
him, he must so be answered. Then, 
venturing on, I added : 

c; What if some lady, as perhaps 
there is, bears for love of you as great 
a pang of heart as you have for Olivia, 
and you love her not— must she not so 
be answered?" 



To this Orsino, thinking like all men 
that none ever had loved so well as he, 
protested that my comparison was in- 
apt, for that woman's heart was too 
delicately made to stand the beating of 
so strong a passion as his for Olivia. 
I now remaining silent because of the 
sadness I could not show, he mistook 
my silence for dissent, and playfully 
asked me wiiat I might know of a 
woman's love. Seizing the further 
opportunity that his question offered, 
I answered him thus : 

" 1 had a sister who loved a man as 
I might, were I a woman, love your 
lordship. " 

Maybe it was the sorrowful tone in 
which I spoke or his own lovelorn state 
that touched his sympathies, for when 
I paused he asked, ftt And. what's her 
history?" 

"A blank, my lord, 11 I answered. 
"She never told her love, but sat, like 
patience on a monument, smiling at 
grief." 

"Died she of love?" he questioned, 
then sighed, as if in thought he put 
himself in her place. 

1 ' I am all the daughters of my father's 
house, and all the brothers, too," I an- 
swered, which in my own mind was the 
truth, though to him it meant that my 
sister had indeed passed away with her 
unhappy passion. 

So gracious was Orsino's affection 
toward me that he more frequently 
addressed me just as "Boy" than as 
Ciesario, the name I had assumed, a 
familiarity that was most grateful to 
me. And so now, perchance because 
of the sadness that freighted my words, 
he exclaimed: 

"Boy, though you are young, you 
speak masterfully of love. My word 
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upon it, your eye has rested with favor 
upon some woman/' 

Here was a further chance, and, my 
heart thrilled by my own words, partly 
because they were so true, partly be- 
cause of the daring in them, though he 
could not discern it, I said: 

"Never, my lord, could I love woman 
as I love you. 1 ' 

Touched by what he deemed a youth's 
devotion to himself, he let his hand rest 
familiarly upon my shoulder, a signal 
of affection that created a mingled feel- 
ing of joy and sorrow in my breast. 
Meanwhile he meditated, as if absorbed 
in devising some plan, which presently 
he set forth. All his messengers hav- 
ing been turned away from Olivia's 
gates, but I having in my appearance 
a gentleness the others lacked — these 
were his words — he proposed that I 
should be the ambassador of his love 
to her. Was ever so strange a task put 
upon a woman — that she, loving a man 
should by him be sent awooing another 
woman who loved him not! In my own 
affection's state I would have pleaded 
the embarrassment of youth, but that 
1 had a touch of curiosity to see what 
kind of woman it was that refused the 
love of such a man. Therefore I con- 
sented, and not unreadily. 

This was but the beginning of other 
and stranger experiences. I was left 
standing outside the Lady Olivia's gates, 
but her clown or jester, who took my 
message, presently returned, saying he 
had told the lady I was a new messen- 
ger from the Duke not old enough for 
a man nor young enough for a boy, yet 
very well favored, with smooth face 
and rubious lips and shrewd of speech ; 
and that she bade me enter. I gave him 
money; firstly, because he had gained 



me admission; secondly, because, be- 
ing a woman, I was not averse to learn- 
ing that even Sebastian's costume, 
though foreign to my habit, so well 
became me, which indeed I already 
had suspected from looking into the 
glass and from my lord's favor. 

I found the Lady Olivia with her 
ladies-in-waiting, but she herself was 
veiled. From this and from a certain 
air of expectant merriment about her 
waiting-women, I concluded that she 
had proposed to make sport of me and 
so humiliate me that the Duke never 
would send messages to her again. 
Presently, however, she bade her at- 
tendants retire, and, when wonder- 
ingly they had obeyed, she raised 
her veil. 

Hers was a beauty truly blent, the 
pink and white upon her face laid on 
by Nature's own sweet and cunning 
hand. Speaking for my lord, I told her 
this and, further to expatiate upon her 
looks and put in a plea for the Duke, 
I exclaimed: 

' ' Lady, you are the cruelest she alive 
if you propose to lead such beauty to 
the grave and leave the world no copy ! " 

At this she laughed gayly. l 'Oh, 
sir!" she cried vivaciously and oddly 
out of keeping with her reported 
mourning, "I will not be so hard- 
hearted. I will leave a schedule of my 
beauty. Each part shall be inventoried 
and duly labeled, as, item, two lips, in- 
different red ; item, two grey eyes with 
lids to them ; item, one neck, one chin, 
and so forth." Then she fell to chatting 
with me, but whenever I sought to touch 
upon the Duke's love for her, she broke 
in with questions about myself, such 
as what were my country and my par- 
entage, how long had I served the 
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Duke and why had he not sent me 
before, till, although it may appear 
presumptuous in me, she seemed to 
be detaining me for some favor that I 
myself had found in her eyes, and not 
because I came from my lord. This 
became more plain when I rose to go. 

"Tell your lord, " she cried, " I can- 
not love him; and let him send no 
more— unless, perchance, you come 
again to tell me how he takes it." 

Presently, too, when I had gone and 
was in the street, the clown pursued 
me and, when he was come up with 
me, protested that he was charged by 
his lady to hand back to me a ring which, 
against her will, I had left with her from 
the Duke. In my confusion what to say, 
I havingleft no ring with her, he thrust 
one upon me and departed. 

What was I to do? I could not give it 
to the Duke as coming from her, since 
it would engender false hopes. If I kept 
it myself, he would suspect the favor 
with which she had regarded me. It 
was a ruse to draw me back into her 
presence, but back I must go and re- 
turn it to her. 

I would have been amazed at her 
sudden determination to forget her 
mourning for me, had I not known 
that I resembled Sebastian in every 
lineament, and that women had but 
to look upon Sebastian to admire him. 
And that it was which had befallen her, 
as I discovered soon after I had again 
been brought into her presence — save 
that instead of having looked upon 
Sebastian she had looked upon his 
most unhappy sister. For she began, 
through sundry pretty speeches, to let 
me learn by indirection what she feared 
to say outright, first asking me how I 
would describe her to the Duke, then 



grieving that I but wasted my time in 
coming on his errand, since she loved 
another; next hinting that were I to 
undertake that other's suit with her I 
might be more successful. Seeing that 
I gave no sign of fathoming her mind, 
she asked if there were nothing I would 
crave of her. To this I answered, "Your 
true love for my master." Thereupon 
she said, without further attempt at 
concealment of her meaning, "How 
can I bestow honorably upon him 
what already has been given to you ?" 
then blushed and lowered her head, 
yet, from beneath the mask of her con- 
fusion, prettily looked up to note the 
effect upon me of her frank avowal. 

And, indeed, she had so much beauty 
and so much wealth to bestow and such 
high rank, that her avowal came not 
immodestly, but more as if from a prin- 
cess who needs must choose from among 
her subjects, and whose prerogative it 
is to make known her choice. All this 
I noted, and wondered not that the 
Duke loved her. Yet knowing his pas- 
sion to be hopeless and myself loving 
my master, I wished that Sebastian 
might be standing in my place. For 
since she loved me, she would have 
loved him, and, I was sure, Sebastian 
her, since no man could have remained 
unmoved by the love of so rare and 
beautiful a woman as Olivia. As for 
me, it would have rejoiced me to take 
her hand and call her sister. My good 
opinion of her was confirmed on divers 
other occasions when the Duke, still 
hoping against hope, sent me on fur- 
ther errands to her. For while she 
never let me depart without some re- 
minder of the place I occupied in her 
affections, it was done as though, be- 
ing a servitor, I were too dazzled by 
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the great advancement held out to me 
to trust my senses, and she was obliged to 
confirm their evidence. Thus were we 
all pining for unhappy love, Orsinofor 
Olivia, myself for Orsino, while Olivia, 
mistaken, sighed thriftlessly for me — 
a tangle that baffled my skill so that I 
left it to Time to unravel. There was 
but one circumstance that had in it 
some solace forme. For with the Duke's 
growing melancholy he doted more and 
more upon my presence, until it seemed 
he could not be without me, and 1 took 
a kind of mournful pleasure in won- 
dering whether, were he ever to dis- 
cover I was but a woman, it would 
draw his sighs from Olivia to me. 

Having committed, as I have stated, 
the unraveling of this love tangle to 
Time, I was to discover soon upon 
what strange opportunity Time often 
waits. Olivia had a kinsman, one Sir 
Toby Belch, a roysterer grown thick 
and heavy with coarse living, yet not 
without a shrewd though noisy humor. 
Sir Toby had brought with him on a 
visit another knight, Sir Andrew Ague- 
check, long and lean, with yellow hair 
that hung limp like flax from a distaff, 
narrow dull eyes and a piping voice, 
and altogether foolish. Havingdrawn 
money from this silly knight, Sir Toby 
sought to put off repayment by per- 
suading him to offer suit to his kins- 
woman, which she promptly refused. 
But Sir Toby, fearing to lose so rich 
a plucking, had made him believe that 
by remaining longer he might cause 
her to change her mind. And so he 
lingered, although Olivia would not 
even admit him to her presence. 

One day, having been sent by the 
Duke once more to adventure his for- 
tunes with this lady, I saw the two 



knights in the garden, fat Sir Toby 
pointing at me as I passed, lean Sir 
Andrew nodding his head as if assent- 
ing to some argument advanced by his 
stout friend. When I came out, Sir 
Toby, who was alone, accosted me. 

" Youth, " he said, "prepare to exer- 
cise whatever valor there is in you and 
to make most skillful use of your sword. 
Sir Andrew, who is the very devil of a 
fighter and whose anger against you is 
great because my kinswoman admits 
you to her presence, which she denies 
him, awaits you at the end of the or- 
chard to engage you in a duello. " 

Now here was a pretty state of affairs 
for a woman. For, although I wore a 
sword, I never had so much as drawn 
it from its scabbard, let alone knew 
aught of the art of attack and defense. 
Strange indeed it seemed to me that 
one so foolish-looking as Sir Andrew 
should be so perilous to encounter; 
and since I had noted that his legs 
were as thin as spindles and shaky 
withal, I determined, as soon as he 
should draw and press at me, to take 
the occasion to run back to the house 
and ask safe conduct of Olivia. But 
circumstances changed the event. For 
hardly had Sir Andrew, who looked as 
frightened as I felt, drawn and I fol- 
lowed suit, when a man attired as a 
sea captain, but not the one who had 
befriended me, rushed in and, beating 
down the knight's sword, declared that 
he would defend me with his life. Sir 
Toby was about to draw and attack the 
newcomer, when someone called out 
that officers were approaching. These 
entering, straightway apprehended 
neither of the knights who were at 
the bottom of the broil, but the sea- 
man, charging that in a recent war he 
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had captured one of the Duke's ships. 

" Friend," said he, standing between 
his captives and addressing me, "it 
grieves me to put you to inconvenience. 
But since I am without other resources, 
I must beg you to return to me the purse 
I entrusted to your keeping. 11 Then 
seeing that I regarded him with amaze- 
ment, he exclaimed, " Will you deny 
me, now that I am in trouble and be- 
cause you fear for yourself should you 
be accounted my friend ?" And I pro- 
testing that never had I laid eyes upon 
him before and knew naught of his 
purse, he berated my ingratitude, say- 
ing that he had rescued me from the 
sea ; and, as the officers led him away, 
he called back to me, "Never again 
will I trust to friendship, now that you, 
Sebastian, have betrayed me ! " 

' ' Sebastian ! " The seaman had looked 
on me and named my brother — mis- 
taken me for him and interfered to 
save me from harm, thinking me the 
youth whom, as he had just said, he 
had rescued from the sea. Then — oh, 
joy ! — Sebastian was alive and had that 
day come to this very city with the sea- 
man. This I had discovered through 
the strange circumstance of having had 
Sir Andrew's quarrel thrust upon me, 
yet still was obliged to dissemble who 
I was till I had found Sebastian himself. 

And now events crowded so fast, one 
upon another, that I scarce can relate 
them as rapidly as they occurred. That 
afternoon the Duke and I going forth 
and passing Olivia's gates, who should 
issue from them but she. When she 
saw me, she exclaimed, " Ca^sario, you 
do not keep your promise with me! 11 

"What promise, Boy?" inquired 
the Duke. 



"None that I know of, my lord," I 
replied. 

But when Orsino made ready to go 
and I to follow him, she cried out, 
"Caesario, husband, stay!" 

" Her husband, sirrah ! " sternly ex- 
claimed the Duke. "Dissembling cub, 
have you, repairing to her with my 
embassies of love, wooed her and won 
her for yourself?" 

" Indeed, my lord," said Olivia, "we 
were wed but two hours ago and he, 
promising soon to return, went out to 
ransom a friend who, he heard, had 
been apprehended by your officers. 
Now, fearing your anger, he still plays 
the role of your servitor." 

To whatever speech anger at my 
seeming treachery might have aroused 
Orsino, it was cut short by amazement. 
For at that moment there came up the 
street with the sea captain none other 
than Sebastian — my counterfeit pre- 
sentment in garb and in feature. Go- 
ing straightway to where Olivia stood, 
he took her hand, called her wife, kissed 
her and bade her not chide him that he 
had been gone so long to procure the 
release of a friend, who had rescued 
him from the waves, but had been 
apprehended by the officers of the law. 
Then seeing the wonder in her eyes, 
he followed their direction and saw 
me, let go her hand and came to where 
I stood. 

"Were you a woman," he said, "I 
would fall upon your neck and say, 
' thrice welcome, Viola, sister lost and 
found!'" And this he did when I made 
myself known; then told me how, Olivia 
meeting him but a few hours before, 
had addressed him with a strange yet 
not unwelcome familiarity, and he, 
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readily falling under the enchantment 
of her grace and beauty and finding 
that she loved him — though it seemed 
a dream, yet a dream from which he 
would not willingly awaken — they had 
been married. He led me to her and 
she, first having embraced him, to show 
that she truly loved him despite the 
comedy of errors in which we all had 
been playing parts, laughed prettily 
and then kissed me. 

Meanwhile Orsino had stood like one 
who, having been enthralled by some 
strange fancy, suddenly finds himself 
free and master of his own. 

"I too," he said, addressing Sebas- 



tian, "so Viola be willing, shall have 
good salvage from the wreck that cast 
you both upon these shores. 1 ' Then he 
turned to me. "Boy," he continued, 
shaking his finger at me and laughing, 
"Boy, a thousand times, if once, you 
have said you never could love woman 
as you loved me. Now I believe I know 
your meaning. Your hand upon it." 
And when I had placed my hand in his, 
he, looking into my eyes that were 
raised to meet his tender gaze, said: 
"Before the sun sets, Viola, you 
shall be Orsino's duchess and his 
fancy's queen! " 




